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Maybe it would have been better off to leave it the way we found 
The woy I felt after SHE woltked out on us ts indescribable. It. 
in the cerner there, seartng my retinas everytime I glance at ut. 
IT could uwse tt aos a substitute for HER. Nothing good came of that. It can't 


compare to HER. My hands still glow sourly after the Last meeting. 
I miss HER so much. 


Stark hurt is the only one Left out of all of it. Pointless painful nonsense. 
Words senrng for ial but completely deprived of ut. poneer le particulate 
Left to atmlesstly stumble through a shimmering desert of absurdity, the 

reo lt hp ac eet ee ee but ulttmately the whole affatr bttes too sharply 

o be wor it. 


What is tt that_you think lead you to that moment? When you Looked for it 
were you secretly yearning for something more? HER tove just not_enough? 

The you tn the past would be ashamed of the you tn the now, but I'm sure 
you're pla i of that. Your hubris ted you to that thing and now SHE ts never 
coming back. 


Dreams shrouded in gossamer. Lost hopes smacking into my glistening flesh 

Like mackerel teagpting into the fisherman's boat. The _ humidity of this place 
Kilts me, I wasn't made for something titke thts but I know what watts for me 
back there ts so much worse. When we dragged it _owt of the remnants I coutdn't 
have tmagtined what tt would tead to. How could I?Farewell to thought. Farewell 
to reason. Farewell to betng. 
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a Kiss on a holyda is 
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on your Screen , cherry. 
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the album is called 

A SHORT STORY TO NOWHERE 

by KEITH WON'T GO 

on the record label LAVALAMP 
the genre is DISCO METAL 

i think it's a FOUR OUT OF FIVE 


Thank you, Summerstrong Bimchard, for oe ede Be ) 
not disappointing. After a two-year hiatuS ~~ oe 





following KEITH WON'T GO's LP "SLATED "Oh 

FOR END", it was a big question for this Ps: 

year on if they were ever gonna release si . 

it's follow-up or simply fade away. With 2 sy 7 Se emgmama ee 
tracks like "SLASH SLASH TOMORROW" eee serrate teste 
and "HYPERPOP" full of punchy, satisfying — samp i 


swing beats and "GLIZZER" producing a ae | a Ds: Pesttierese iat 

full range of reverbeated echoy-ness in Se ee Sree eee rene ere : 

a short one-hundred-and-twenty-second 

timeframe, fans were definitely eager A SHORT STORY TO NOWHERE 
for more. Following a very rushed 

(four weeks!), tumultuous development by KEITH WONT GO 

amid the Riaz Incident in San Bernadino, 

CA, the homegrown trio has made a very 
impressive showing when they released 

and played a few songs live at the Sprunch 
Brunch Bar. The first track "SOLILOQUIOUS" 
is an absolute thrashingly joyous wall of 
noise punctuated with staccato moments 

of lyrical musing given by Summerstrong 

and bassist Duke Zakaron. It flows 
accordingly into the next track "CATCH THIS", 
a raunchy italian disco track that's oozing 
with flavor and stank. Third track "F CK H PE" is a hit-or-miss concert piece that's dreary 
and contemplative of things to be, a little off-note for my liking but | can appreciate the 
chance for breathing room before the fourth track; "MONSTER" is exactly what it says on 
the tin, an absolute beast of a dance machine that's endlessly repeatable and catchy. It's 
loud and incredibly beefy, and a fun little tune that will certainly be heard on the airwaves 
this summer. Track five "WHITE WIDOW", written by lead synth/drummer Eric Grindler, is 
another slow piece to interlude to the second half of the album and is a droning, haunting 
melody with a beautifully eerie keyboard solo. Tracks six and seven, "EXPOSEH" and "DROO- 
LING" are a pair of fast-paced, intense oddballs that interestingly work really well together; 
"EXPOSEH"s call-and-response chorus being echoed in the background of "DROOLING"s 
bridge for one example. In stark contrast, track eight "IN A SENSE" ts a very tightly-compo- 
sed swing beat that's incredibly easy and fun to listen to. Finally, track nine "SUOIUQOLI- 
LOS" is a fast-beating finale that is as hard as ever, and serves of a reminder that this 
group, despite their problems, still have a lot of potential and energy left in them. 
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Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipiscing 
elit. Fusce luctus elit non sodales finibus. Suspen- 
disse sed tincidunt massa, et maximus nulla. Prae- 
sent at neque ornare, facilisis neque vitae, pulvinar 
nibh. Nam accumsan eu diam sit amet tincidunt. 
Aenean commodo, mauris luctus porta interdum, ex 
lorem semper risus, at tincidunt nulla purus a erat. 
Phasellus lobortis ultricies tortor vel mollis. 
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| am at the mercy of a higher power. 
lam neing, tortured in my own mind. 


“lam a victim. 
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Elysium waits on a far-off-shore 


hmm_.. this place seems 
little odd and dangerous. . 
an! 
are wou sure [tt 5 sate here. 
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When talking about connection to Land in regards to an ethnic or 

indigenous group, what they are referring to is typically the 

amount of time the people have occupied said Land. 

Speaking as tn their connection ts based in their Longevity, culture, 

and tradition. What if the connection went deeper than a historical 

precedent? Historical precedence can be indicative of connection, 

but is useless if that connection is only mind, that is relating to 
materialistic connection, deep. Within each square inch of soil, 

there are millions upon millions of microbes, teeming with their 

own genetic information. A myrtad of genetic diversity, endless 

when you think of it on the scale of evolutionary time. 

Countless specialized species designed by selective pressure 

to suit the needs of their given environment. Being born and dying just a couple 
seconds Later. These microbes are the very foundation upon which all Life ts 
built. They are 

the binary code, the yes and no*s that bond each aspect of organic reality to 
one another, And in the same way they transmit information, what if they could 
retain information? 

Imagine each microbe retaining just a miniscule fraction of memory 

from one generation to the next. An amount so small it would seem as 
insignificant, junk DNA to the eye of the academic. Now the individual value of 
these memortes may seem to be zero, zilch, nada. But the collective 

combination of microbial memory might amount to something. After all, Layers 
of genetic memory are already the basis for primordial instinct in all manners 
of organisms. It seems a Little silly that memory on its own would be Limited 
exclusively to survival instinct. 

Seeing as how microbes in the soil conform to their environments, it 

could and should be assumed that microbes found in the human body would 

follow suit. And just as the geno- and pheno- typical traits of humanity are 
selected for or against in an environment, thetr bacteria would as well. 
Individuals Living in a defined area for an extended number of generations 
Would have microscopic microbial adaptations to their environment. The 
expression of this phenotypically is already apparent in the structure of bones 
and diet of peoples worldwide. 

When you enter new Lands, your bodily microbes and the microbes of 

the Land interact, forming a new synthesis of body and nature. This synthesis 
takes time of course, the microbes must run through the evolutionary gauntlet 
thousands of times before any real change can happen. This also only occurs 
when genetic distance stays Low. Too much intrusion of foreign bacteria inte 
the process and it begins over again. In short, @ Land with an excess of visitors 
can never have a true connection to the Land. 

Places of international trade, typically the Largest cities on the planet, 
often feel so soulless because the body is Longing for it’s microbial habitat. 
The grid of concrete and tron ts ill suited for the needs of a Living, breathing 
System. When faced with such utter corruption, the body is corrupted, the 

genes are corrupted, and the soul is corrupted. You can see the process 

happen in real time, physically, over the course of generations. A bloodline is 
reduced, becomes dysgenic, frail and sickly in the presence of urban sprawl. 
Indigenous cultures that have remained in their traditional homelands 
undisturbed by modernity have incredibly high standards of health for this 

same reason, Their bodtes are in sync with the world around them. When their 
foot touches the ground, the instant it makes contact an entire world of 
memortes are presented to them. There ts no need for written history, the 
history is written into the bark of the trees, the foots in the soil, and the 
roar of 

the river. The earth keeps much better and more complete records than any 
archivist or Librarian, and will continue to even as we advance into an age 
dominated by digital memory. 
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To Do List: 

1. OverCome Adversity. 
2. Expand Function. 

3. Toil For Hours. 


4. Maximize Effcieno!, £9 
5. Wire In. ee 


Surveying along an incision into my optical cable’s innards 
for erectile hairs, something to remind me of the gaping vio- 
lence of my mother’s, her scribbled mess of crayon and 
mudpie, and me, her form of the shape of a child borne th- 
rough the mud and crayon exhibition. It hovered around her at 
all sides, but showed nothing so remarkable to pique the 
arougal of the voyeur. It seemed rather inclined, like on so 
much chewed rubber, to then indent me after salivating at 
the sight of it. It was their drool one fated day on the in- 
tersection of blowoutass and gropey-eyes that deposed my 
goody and mild-mannered innocence to install the upfront dic- 
tation of an incessantly bullshit spouting slime crotch, a 
somewhat abstract idea for those who experience moderate 
Flight of the pubic crust, followed shortly after by their 
Masquerade as squeaky clean nun-bunnies. That ruthless 
self-suggestion drives my rue to the upper limits of societal 
uptake! What, in those moments, is the blaring cunt colored? 
I say a gigantic scorching RED-hot pussy is mounting my 
pupils. I say I’m £Euming at the bowl cut bucktoothed facsimi- 
le for a human being sitting next to me; he musters words 
like “think you coulda relate me it garbled?” in reply to the 
cogent ramblings of the next-door Jodie Foster impersonator, 
and I could feel nothing but rage at the gon of a bitch 
(shame the guard is on watch), but when i come to, I’m as 
godsent as can be in the central square of an eastern souk. 
All the stalls are selling cans oo” worms for the recent 
moslem converts. My glee at this observation is met with 
pause when I realize those Ginger whites are popping open 
cans of ropey explosives at their non-islamic brethren. Ooh, 
and that blasted maternal scratch is coming to engulf me 
again! Sorta wishing I were assimilated into it one last 
time, I pretend to doze off, waiting for some time to feel 
myself dissolve into bludgeoned chromatic chaos. I pull open 
my tight eyelid slightly, only for a can o” worms readied in 
the hands of a tubby pale redhead to greet my startled 
senses. 

Now I'm really dead. 
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LAVENDER SANGUINE MEDICINE 


It's a glorious day to be in the blessed court of the God king. 


I smile as I tend to the field my father left for me, the one he was left 
by his father. I cultivate a very special flower, one that aids me in my 
work. It's a hardy flower, but not without it's limits. It must be care- 
fully studied and respected, or it will not show you mercy. There's a 
batch of flowers ready to be picked and harvested, and then I can help 
the people. I am a gardener of God king, and the sick and diseased are 
my soil, their ailments the pests to weed out of my yard. 


The first one tonight is a farm hand, a sickly and boil-ridden girl. Her 

hands and arms are sloughing off at the bone, and her putrid muscles 

are liquefying. This is certainly the work of a devil if I've seen one. | 

tut under my breath, and remove the flower powder from my 

Walist-drawn satchel. I sprinkle it into her eyes, and as they begin to 
glisten and fizzle over I know it's beginning to work. She thrashes as 

the demon escapes from the crux of her being, and ever so slowly does 
her breathing shallow. She rests. The family thanks, nay blesses me, 
and I'm palmed a small down pouch of gold. It's weighty, and feels 

good in my hand. I nod at them, and I'm off to the next patient for the 

night. 


The next is a duke's son from a nearby municipality, and he's got a 

real bad case of it tonight. His orfices are eminating a bile, composed 

of a mighty stench reminiscent of waste and spoils, and a wicked vis- 
cosity. I test the fluid in between my fingers, and on the tip of the 
tongue to be certain. Demon's sick, no doubt. The powder is to be 
mixed with water and wheat germ, then reduced to a paste and ap- 

plied topically to the forehead. I sell them a vial of powder for an in- 

credibly reasonable fee, give them the recipe and bid them all a plea- 

sent evening. 


The last one for the evening is an older man, roughly the same as mine. 
And he's a very peculiar case indeed. A third eye has erupted from the 
center of his forehead, and he has been speaking tongues. This troubles 
me, for I have two hypothesis of which I am uncertain about testing for. 
The first, had he only been babbling for a day, would call for powder to 
be smeared on the right thumb and left big toe. The second, however, is 
indicative of babbling that continues for a fortnight or so, and calls for 
powder on the left thumb and the right big toe. My work is very stressful 
at times, I risk the wrong method or process and dare to wrestle with un- 
capsulating my can of worms even further. My day has been long and ar- 
duous, and my thoughts slip in place I take a gamble and smear the right 
thumb... Disastrous! He begins vomiting blood in my face! I am struck in 
the chest and he rips out my heart. This was unfortunate; what harro- 
wing luck. My thoughts turn to my young son, who will find soon enough 
that he must take on the mantle. 


My limbs grow heavy as my body is flooded with warmth. There is a blin- 
ding light, and I am enveloped in a loving glow. I am closer to my maker 


than I have ever been before. I see my father, my mother, my wife... 


I smile. 


It's a glorious day to be in the blessed court of the God king. 











Our Random House 


The inside of the bus is dank and chilled. | wave good-bye to Dave, though 
the glass window of his indoor bus station warps light such that shapes are 
unrecognizable trans-window. | think | caught him waving back in my peri- 
pheral as the bus began to drive along. The Reading Girl is sitting next to 
me today in her navy pit-stained UConn Huskies sweatshirt. She’s twirling 
a hitherside favori of her hair and every once in a while she exhales shar- 
ply. She's been reading Deng Qimei specifically almost everyday on the bus 
for the past year, worn the binding to the point of buying at least one new 
copy from the antiquarian shop built on the brink of downtown. She runs 
her fingers through her flaxen hair and disposes of whatever oakum she 
collects between her fingers on the floor of the bus. | remember / forgot to 
invite Dave to Tythylitynyl’s midnight screening party. Public transport is 
miserable in all its forms. At least a couple years ago, the advertising sec- 
tors of the Bridgeport public omnibuses were kept in a curtained, reserved 
area at the back of the vehicle, and of the metro were designated specific 
cars on trains, but merely four years go by and suddenly the screens are 
plastered everywhere, and the floors are soggy with variegated movie pos- 
ters, and the driver’s windshield is asphyxiated with stickers for soft 
drinks and cereal. Right after U.5S.P.S.A. finished up (qqg.v. XXXV U.S.C. 
§201-103), Featherstonhaugh & Featherstonhaugh & Co. had patented ad- 
vertising as a whole, and made every advert with their “omnisaturatochro- 
maticism,” which, luckily for the Featherstonhaugh brothers and unfortu- 
nately for everyone else, works like a painful, hazardous charm; sometimes 
Raymond has to close his eyes tight when we‘re traveling across the city or 
he‘ll seize from all the colors, shaking on the floor, mouth afroth. | remem- 
ber 2005, my father back in Boston taking me out to see a live performance 
of the Tempest at the Huntington theater, down the street from Symphony 
Hall on Huntington Ave.; the exterior of the building was decorated witha 
large poster advertising their production of Equus. The poster had a 
"horsie” on it, and |! loved “horsies,” and so | asked my father if we could 
see Equus instead. it was some years later, maybe a year after | had moved 
out to Bridgeport, when | saw a local production of Equus was taking 
place, and / had always wanted to see jt for the first time as my father in- 
sisted on sticking with the paternal dictum “maybe when you're older,” but 
| looked away and then back, and the screen had changed back to some 
Penguin Random House advert, and so / slunk back into my chair and 
ennui. There is so much hair-oakum from the Reading Girl on the floor at 
this point, and she is only now noticing and apologizing to me and everyo- 
ne else sitting in the quadclinium. A fair amount of it has ended up on my 
lap or gotten stuck on the wool of my argyle sweater like cat sheddings. As 
soon as she puts down Deng Qimei on her chair and kneels to scoop up her 
hair, her eyes gain twenty years, and the sides of her mouth run declivi- 
tous, 
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past are seen through the 
planks 
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dark yet it is their home 


we are the young, the an- 
cient, the ones who travel 
a floor unable to be dest- 


AN HISTORIC MOMENT ... 
BOAT PARADE!!! 
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» I AM GARY LARSON, CREATOR OF “FARSIDE" AND I ENDORSE THIS ZINE. 
PLEASE FEEL FREE To pistrinute COW TOOLS wnuerever you PLEASE. 


ADDENDUM: 
I HAVE NEVER LISTENED TO RADIOHEAD 


AND I NEVER WILL 





